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she was to have a special accoucheur as well, and one day
during this summer a carriage drove up to the door, and out of
it stepped a long, thin man. Sir Richard Croft. He mounted
the steps and went into the house: and malign fate, entered
with him. It was said that in any case he undertook he de-
manded blind obedience on the part of his patient. Sub-
scribing to the custom then prevalent in England, he embarked
Charlotte on a course of bleeding and low diet; bread and
butter appearing to have been one of her chief mainstays.
The intelligent Stockmar watched these proceedings, and for
three months he said nothing. He had refused from the begin-
ning to treat Charlotte during her pregnancy, for he realized,
so he said, that if he, a foreigner, pushed himself forward at
such a moment, he would, if things went well, get no credit,
and if they went wrong, be given all the blame. At the end
of the three months, however, he was so convinced of the folly
of the treatment Charlotte was being submitted to that he
went so far as to give his views to Leopold and begged him to
pass them on to the other doctors. But Croft, though good-
natured, was obstinate. No longer very young, he had had a
good deal of experience, and on that he based his method.
He would make senseless remarks that had an epigrammatic
ring such as, "A cow does not wear stays: why should the
Princess Charlotte?" However, at the same time he made
himself extremely agreeable, and Charlotte liked him.
From time to time various friends of hers would come
to stay; Priscilla Burghersh, for instance; and for a moment
Miss Knight too reappears. "I have had several letters from,
Notti . . . " Charlotte wrote to a friend; "I fancy she will soon
be in town, and then she is to come here." In September,
Priscilla came for her final visit before Charlotte's confinement,
which was now not so very far off. When Priscilla was leaving,
Charlotte came to the door with her to say good-bye, and
standing on the steps outside, promised her friend that Croft
should send her a letter directly the baby had arrived.
"Mind you keep the letter and let me see it," called out
Charlotte as the carriage drove off.
The days followed each other. , . . Charlotte was in
excellent health and the highest spirits., almost too high; and
Croft counteracted this by further bleedings.
During the last days of October a little group was con-
stantly to be seen perambulating about the grounds of Clare-
mont. Charlotte, seated in a small chaise drawn by a pony,
Leopold walking by her side, two or three of their little court